FROM  EAST TO  WEST
Suddenly he took a dislike to the train. It had become
grey and unattractive, even the Krieger. He did not
realise the reason for this straight away. Then it dawned
upon him: the^linen. After delivering the patients to the
hospital, the dirty linen was removed from the cots and
sent to the town laundry where it was exchanged for
clean. The laundries were under-staffed, they laundered
badly. Often torn sheets would be substituted for good
ones.
Why have you got such white linen in the dis-
pensary?" Danilov asked Julia Dmitriyevna.
"Because Klava launders for the dispensary/' she
answered. "You don't think I could put on a dirty
overall or give one to the doctor, do you?"
"And do you think that a wounded man likes to He
down on dirty sheets?" he asked,
"I have already been thinking," said Julia Dmitri-
yevna, disregarding his sarcasm, "that it would be a
good thing if we did all the laundering ourselves."
"If you had been thinking it," he said disapprovingly,
"why did you keep silent about it? You should speak."
"Very well," she said, "Pve been thinking a lot about
our train. I think it could be much better equipped than
it is. We need a laundry and even more than that—
a disinfecting room for soft articles."
He nodded. A disinfecting room: that's an important
thing for a train. He had often witnessed blankets and
warm dressing gowns being brought from the sanitary
centre. They were first brought in lorries to the stations
and then delivered by hand which sometimes entailed
crawling with them under stationary trains along the
lines. Very often they arrived all stained in oil or coal
dust—and the guilty could never be traced. Sobol and
Bogeichuk complained that the lorries were hard to get
and if they did get them, it was only due to SoboPs
resourcefulness.
"I will tell you one thing," Sobol once said to Danilov,
"believe it or not, but my heart breaks when I think
of the refuse."

